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The Thunder of Drums 


Author's Notes: 
This is a work of the author's imagination. Whether or not events like these happened (or didn't happen) is 


pure speculation. 


The show tonight in Miami was going practically flawlessly. The latest album had gone platinum almost the day 
it hit shelves. The crowd, already having been blown away from a half-hour of the band's particular form of 
audio bombast, begged almost masochistically for more. Ask and they certainly received. The first licks of 
"Moby Dick" were met with a roar as they anticipated the fifteen-minute percussion free for all from the 
dogged John Bonham. As the guitar faded out, the three other members of the band headed offstage to enjoy 
their short respite. 


John Paul Jones stretched, cracked his neck, and reached for a bottle of water from the refreshment table as 
they reached the staging area behind the curtain. "Alright, I'm going out for a bit of air, fellows. See you back 
in a few." Both Jimmy Page and Robert Plant nodded, took several drinks of the more adult variety, and lit 


their respective cigarettes. 


"God, it's hot," Jimmy intoned as he further unbuttoned his black suit, shimmering dragons framing his shining 
chest. He wiped the perspiration from his forehead and chest. 


"True, mate..all that whiskey you drink beforehand doesn't help much either," laughed Robert as he swept his 
fingers through his own blond curls damp from the Florida heat. 


Is a good thing | don't have to sing as well as play, or | don't think we'd be nearly as popular," mused the 
dark haired guitar player. "Specially as borderline drunk as | am now. Let's go somewhere to sit down for a few 


before we have to get back on" 


"Follow me.." Robert grinned as he extinguished his cigarette, turned on his heel, and headed down the long 
interior corridor of the arena as Bonzo's bass drum out a steady rythm. They came to a door marked "Under 
Stage Access: AUTHORIZED PERSONNEL ONLY." Jimmy exchanged a slightly drunk but quizzical look with 
Robert, but shrugged and followed his lead. Darkened rickety stairs beyond the door lead to a passage that was 
dimly lit by light passing through the cracks from the stage up above. They found a crate to sit on once they 
navigated their way down. The sound of the drums was almost deafening below the stage. Robert tried to 
speak but Jimmy could not hear over the din, so he leaned closer to the blonde man. 


"Richard told me he shagged some girl down here last time we came through town," Robert yelled into Jimmy's 
ear. Jimmy smiled at the typical hijinks of their tour manager. They paused for a moment and listened to the 
drummer beating out a cacophony on his drum kit. It reminded both men of the time spent in Africa and India. 


Such a beautifully powerful and sensual sound. 


Jimmy looked over at Robert next to him and saw him with his eyes closed, entranced by the music. The noble 
profile upturned, long eyelashes covering the light blue eyes, and golden mane flowing next to his toned arms, 
newly bronzed by the Florida sun. The raven-haired man certainly had his fill of beautiful young women to fill 
more than every wanton desire. But why was it that none could quite slake his lust? Was this why it was so 
hard to concentrate when performing difficult solos when Robert was strutting around onstage flipping his hair 
and pouting his lips? 


Jimmy leaned yet closer still and slowly inhaled the intoxicating musky scent of his friend. He couldn't help but 
shudder as he got chills despite the heat. With a jolt, Robert blinked twice in mock surprise as he turned and 
looked into the liquid brown eyes of his mate just inches from his face. Robert could smell the slightly sweetly 
acrid odor of Jack Daniel's mingled on Jimmy's breath as he saw him panting with desire. Could Jimmy have 


possibly known that this is why he brought him down here in the first place? 


With the thunder of drums reaching a peak, the heat between the two was tangible as they slowly and almost 
imperceptibly drew closer to one another. Jimmy's fine, expert hands reached for Robert's hair as the distance 
between their lips became but an inch. Any lingering moment of doubt was extinguished immediately as Jimmy 
gently but insistently pushed Robert on his back onto the crate and nipped his neck hard with longing. The salty 
taste just served to encourage his boldness as he moved to get on top of the taller blonde man moaning with 
pleasure below him. Robert's hands moved teasingly from Jimmy's glistening chest down to the edge of his 


black pants while his own excitement, hard to miss in his signature tight denim jeans, grew with each passing 


second. 


The drumming started to fade. Suddenly, Jimmy bolted upright out of his stupor. "We're on! Time for the next 


song!" 


Robert pulled him close once more, eyes flashing lasciviously and a disappointed but mischievous smile playing 


about his lips. "We'll finish this later in the hotel room." 


